COLD COMFORT                191
actresses gossiped about theatrical matters. One had a letter from a friend who announced her advance to " first walking lady/* which turned the talk to promotion generally, and laughingly she asked me: " What line of business shall you choose, Clara, when your turn comes ? " but before I could reply, the eldest woman present sneered: ** Oh, she can save herself the trouble of choosing; if she's ever advanced it will be in some other city than this/*
I  was astonished;   I had just made one of my small hits, and had a nice little notice in the paper, but it did not occur to me that envy could sustain itself, keeping warm and strong and bitter on such slight nourishment as that.   And then, she of the letter, answered:  " Why, Clara's getting along faster than anyone else in the company, and I shall expect to see her playing leading1 bust-ness before so very many seasons pass by."
"Leading business here?" cried the other, "I guess not!"
II Oh/* laughed the first* " I see, you mean that Mrs, Kllsler will claim the leading parts as long as she lives? Well, then, I shall expect to see Clara playing the leading juveniles."
14 Well, you go right on expecting, and your hair will l>e a.s gray as mine IH» when she gets into any line of business in this town f"
Unspeakably wounded, I asked, timidly: "But if I work hard ami learn to act well, can't I hold a position as well as anyone ? "
She looked contemptuously at me, and then answered: " No, you must be a tool if you suppose* that after standing about in the ballet for months on end that Cleveland will ever accept you in a respectable line of bufttne**. You've got to go to some other place, where you are not known, and then come back as a stranger, if you want to lie accepted here*"
A dull anger began to burn in me •— there wai thing so                    of shame in the words, " Some other